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The Oregon Commentator is an independent journal of 
opinion published at the University of Oregon for the cam-
pus community. Founded by a group of concerned student 
journalists on September 27, 1983, the Commentator has had 
a major impact in the “war of ideas” on campus, providing 
students with an alternative to the left-wing orthodoxy pro-
moted by other student publications, professors and student 
groups. During its twenty-six year existence, it has enabled 
University students to hear both sides of issues. Our paper 
combines reporting with opinion, humor and feature articles. 
We have won national recognition for our commitment to 
journalistic excellence.

The Oregon Commentator is operated as a program of the 
Associated Students of the University of Oregon (ASUO) and 
is staffed solely by volunteer editors and writers. The paper is 
funded through student incidental fees, advertising revenue 
and private donations. We print a wide variety of material, 
but our main purpose is to show students that a political phi-
losophy of conservatism, free thought and individual liberty 
is an intelligent way of looking at the world–contrary to what 
they might hear in classrooms and on campus. In general, edi-
tors of the Commentator share beliefs in the following:

 
•We believe that the University should be a forum for ra-

tional and informed debate–instead of the current climate in 
which ideological dogma, political correctness, fashion and 
mob mentality interfere with academic pursuit. 

•We emphatically oppose totalitarianism and its apolo-
gists. 

•We believe that it is important for the University com-
munity to view the world realistically, intelligently, and above 
all, rationally. 

•We believe that any attempt to establish utopia is bound 
to meet with failure and, more often than not, disaster. 

•We believe that while it would be foolish to praise or 
agree mindlessly with everything our nation does, it is both 
ungrateful and dishonest not to acknowledge the tremendous 
blessings and benefits we receive as Americans. 

•We believe that free enterprise and economic growth, 
especially at the local level, provide the basis for a sound so-
ciety. 

•We believe that the University is an important battle-
ground in the “war of ideas” and that the outcome of political 
battles of the future are, to a large degree, being determined 
on campuses today. 

•We believe that a code of honor, integrity, pride and ra-
tionality are the fundamental characteristics for individual 
success. 

Socialism guarantees the right to work. However, we be-
lieve that the right not to work is fundamental to individual 
liberty. Apathy is a human right. 
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asks ...
How did your 
parents scar 
you?

[Precious]

[Jesus] 

[Blanket Jackson]

He Forsook me

What do you think? 
My name is fuckin’ 
Blanket!

I Have Aids. 

[Casey Anthony’s Baby] 
...

[Test Tube Babies]
What Parents? 

NOBody Asked US, BUT...

Bartending School

occupy my liver
Ingredients:
99% Pabst Blue Ribbon
1% Cristal Champagne

[Luke Skywalker]
Look Dad, No 
Hands. 

Pour Cristal on top and stir 
with self-righteousness

“Have a 
song in 
your 
heart and 
a cock in 
your hand.” 

sudsy says:

This issue’s winner is Carlin Sage!
“I hold the record for the biggest glass blown rocking chair.”
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NOBody Asked US, BUT...

 The community was shocked Thursday to 
learn that twenty-something student Steve Stif-
fler does not in fact want to sleep with area MILF 
Stifler’s mom.

In the baffling declaration, Stifler replied when 
asked whether he had any interest in the noted 
MILF. “Dude, Gross!”

 Area party animal Fernando Chinh said he 
was awestruck when he heard Stifler’s declaration 
of disinterest. “Dude, what the fuck is he thinking? 
Stifler’s mom is a TOTAL MILF. Is he, like, gay? 
High five me right now, bro!” 

A referendum will be held Monday on the 
question of kicking Stifler out of town for his 
weird ways.

 “That woman deserves respect and rever-
ence for her rare beauty,” librarian Paul Finch said. 
“If any man cannot appreciate her total bang-abil-
ity, he needs to leave our community now.” 

 Townspeople in this sleepy Michigan sub-
urb are becoming increasingly angered by Stifler’s 
position. They have been taking cues from the 
Arab Spring protests in the Middle East, organiz-
ing via Facebook and Twitter to brainstorm ways 
to open Stifler’s mind to older women.

 The strongest group, called “Mothers 
Against MILF-less Michigan,” is full of vitriol for 
Stifler.

 “This could be the beginning of a dis-
turbing trend,” one comment on the group’s page 
reads. “If he can’t appreciate our most beautiful 
sister MILF, Stifler’s mom, what’s next? Ashton 
leaving Demi?” Another member commented, “If 
he can’t be convinced, he needs to be eliminated, 
sad as that is. I hope the Minister can help this poor 
boy.”

 But for the moment, Stifler remains 
unconvinced. He claims he is attracted to women, 
describing himself as a “stiffmeister.” As yet, 
though, he does not see the allure of Stifler’s mom. 

 As for Stifler’s mom herself, she respond-
ed to the uproar in a characteristically coy fashion. 

 “Let me slip into something a little more 
… comfortable,” was her only reply from her 
home’s mood-lit leisure lair. And then, cocking her 
eyebrow alluringly, she did. Right in front of this 
reporter.

         Total MILF.

Breaking News: 
Local Student 
Doesn’t Want To 
Sleep With MILF

Hot Moms, Hot Probs: 
An Open Letter
	 There	are	a	few	rules	for	living	with	someone	else:	you	gotta	pay	your	
bills,	you	gotta	do	some	laundry,	and	perhaps	you	even	have	to	sit	down	with	
your	new	cell	mate	to	determine	what	foods	are	shared	and	who’s	turn	it	is	to	
get	beer.	These	are	all	basic	things	human	beings	need	to	work	out	when	living	
in	close	quarters.	What	people	don’t	understand	is	the	etiquette	surrounding	
your	roommates’	parents.	
	 It	happens	to	all	of	us.	You	finally	get	the	house	looking	just	the	way	
you	want	it;	beer	cans	placed	elegantly	on	the	TV	and	behind	the	couch,	a	nice	
cannabis	stench	thoroughly	embedded	in	the	drapes,	and	you	put	tape	around	
those	stains	on	the	wall	and	made	them	“art.”	As	soon	as	your	dream	pad	
is	falling	into	place,	you	hear	those	goddamn	words,	“Hey	man,	my	mom’s	
coming	into	town,	so	we	need	to	clean	this	place	up.”	For	the	longest	time	I	
assumed	my	roommates	all	carried	pet	mice	in	their	pockets	that	popped	out	
whenever	I	wasn’t	around	to	help	them	get	their	shit	tidy	(a	la	Willard.		Christ,	
Crispin	Glover	is	a	genius).	I	have	since	found	out	I	am	that	mouse	in	this	col-
lective	“we.”
							 	Now,	I	would	hate	to	single	anyone	out,	but	if	you	are	reading,	
Ricky,	let	me	make	this	very	clear:	I	do	not	owe	your	mom	anything.	I	am	not	
the	one	who	tormented	her	for	18	years	until	she	ran	me	out	of	the	house.	It	is	
not	me	calling	her	every	other	week	begging	for	money	and	laundry	tips.	The	
relationship	I	have	with	your	mom	is	about	as	important	to	me	as	my	relation-
ship	with	a	turtle	(porn	idea:	TILFs).		So	to	clarify,	I	am	not	required—as	your	

By Natalie Humphrey

-The Streetrat
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RX

roommate—to	clean	the	house	and	hide	
your	bong	so	you	can	avoid	a	scolding	
or	dirty	looks	or	whatever	it	is	you	are	
so	afraid	of.	As	my	roommate	you	DO,	
however,	have	a	responsibility	to	tell	me	
when	a	beautiful	woman	is	about	to	enter	
my	house.
							I	do	not	care	if	she	is	your	mother,	
sister,	stepmom,	aunt,	rabbi	(RILFs.		Hot	
shit.),	or	estranged	older	cousin,	I	need	to	
know	when	beautiful	women	are	near	my	
room.	Had	I	known,	I	would	have	put	on	
some	deodorant,	made	my	bed	and	put	
on	some	Barry	White	while	I	thought	of	
a	sneaky	way	to	get	you	to	go	to	the	store	
before	locking	the	door	behind	you.	In-
stead,	the	first	glance	this	angel	got	of	me	
was	me	half-drunkenly	falling	out	of	my	
room,	naked,	save	for	that	one	sock.	Had	
it	simply	been	your	mom	in	the	kitchen,	I	
couldn’t	have	cared	less	(turtle	metaphor,	
remember?	That	was	a	sweet	metaphor).	
It	was	not	just	your	mom	though,	now	
was	it?	No,	it	was	a	ramen	wielding	god-
dess	and	goddammit	if	your	lack	of	fore-
sight	didn’t	screw	me	out	of	something	
awesome,	Ricky.	Something…	beautiful.
							Since	you	have	since	refused	to	give	
me	her	number,	I	am	forced	to	use	the	
only	medium	I	have	left.
							Angie,	I	know	you’re	having	a	tough	
time	at	home	these	days,	and	despite	
what	your	son	may	have	told	you,	I	am	
better	at	cooking	than	him.		I	know	I	
look	young,	but	I	am	in	fact	going	for	my	
Ph.D	in…animals?	I	think	you	said	you	
like	animals.		Or	was	it	beards?	I	am	to-
tally	getting	my	Ph.D	in	bearded	animals.		
Call	me	sometime,	555-867-5309.	I	need	
to	borrow	your	car.

NAME
WHAT	IT’S	
SUPPOSED	
TO	TREAT

STREET	
NAMES	I	

WISH	THEY	
HAD

WHAT	IT	
REALLY	DOES

THE	COOL	
KIDS	

THAT	USE	
IT

Adderall ADHD,	
Narcolepsy Swaggerall

If	you	don’t	
know	what	Ad-
derall	is	you’re	
not	taking	hard	
enough	classes.	

That	kid	
who	set	the	

curve

Rohypnol
(Roofies) Severe	sleep	

disorders

Fratboy’s,	
Foreplay,

The	Icebreak-
er

Turns	“No”	into	
“…”

The	guys	
from	The 
Hangover

Vicodin Severe	pain Vike-and-Ikes Makes	your	body	
feel	all	delightful. Dr.	House

Valium Anxiety,	
Insomnia,	
Seizures

The-More-
The-Merriers

Gives	that	extra	
kick	to	what	

you’re	already	
on.

Eminem’s	
mom

Ritalin ADHD,	
Narcolepsy,	
Depression

Fiddlin’	
Ritalin

It’s	like	cocaine,	
but	for	kids!

Bart	
Simpson

Oxycodone Severe	pain Daddie’s	
Candy

It’s	like	hero-
ine,	but	for	less	
sketchy	people!

People	who	
“can	quit	
anytime	

they	want”

Cough	
Syrup Coughing Boss	Syrup

Key	ingredient	
for	dat	purple	

drank.

Lil	Wayne,	
the	boys	

from	South	
Park

Xanax Panic	at-
tacks,	anxi-

ety

Manax Euphoria,	espe-
cially	pleasant/le-
thal	with	alcohol.

U2

In	this	psychologically	stimulating	issue	of	the	OregOn COmmentatOr	we	are	going	to	
dive	deep	into	your	mom’s	purse	for	a	first-hand	look	at	misused	drugs.	I	do	not	con-
done	recreational	use	of	prescription	medicine;	I	would	just	like	to	inform	the	public	of	
the	risks	young	people	are	taking.	If	this	concerns	you	and	you	would	like	to	do	further	

research,	find	“Ricardo”	in	the	alley	on	11th	and	ask	for	“the	good	shit.”

A GUIDE TO THE MOST ABUSED 
PRESCRIPTION DRUGS

I	might’ve	mixed	up	brand	names	with	generic	names	with	chemical	names	with	what-
ever.	All	my	sources	are	unreliable	websites.	If	you	take	this	guide	seriously	you	have	a	

stupid	face.

My favorite kind of animal.

-Danny Mayes -The FreshBen of Barnhart
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MAIL CALL

October Issue: Corrections
*  A certain senator tried to criticize the Commentator for a 
blog post written about Cliff  Harris. This senator was absolutely 
right we shouldn’t have called him a retard, we should have 
called him a fucking moron. Sorry for the mistake.
The same senator also said that a blog post about Ben Eckstein 
was misinformed. We are sorry, we should have said that Ben 
Eckstein fucked up royally not screwed up. The Commentator 
regrets the error.

from bearwatch@thedailycramp.com 
to editor@oregoncommentator.com
date Fri, Nov 11, 2011 at 2:02 PM

I’ve got a brainteaser for you today. I’m thinking of 
something...

It’s round. And on the inside it’s completely hollow.

What is it?

Here’s a hint: it’s not your penis.

Want the answer?

Ok, here it is...

The answer is 0. Yeah, a zero. As in, you’re gonna 
get zero / zilch / zippity doo da from my love cave 
tonight unless you cook me dinner and shave your 
face. 

Score: Crazy Bear = 1. You = 0.

...Women keep score of everything. And right now 
you’re losing.

Comment on the Oregon Commentator Facebook
From David Israelsson
11/11/11 6:30
LET IT BURN to the FUChING GROUND! When your a nihil-
ist; its always XMAS!!!! p.s. sudzy crashed at my house and 
ruined my couch.....so... he owes me about 40 bux.... i could use 
that by like..... friday. Don’t want n e glass shards to ruin my 
rug....i know you kkkomentators will understand. thx all.

Exhibit A.

The Victim.
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JERKIN It

I knew Eugene has its share 
of filth		like	any	college	town,	yet	when	
I	searched	“indecent	exposure”	on	the	Reg-
ister	Guard’s	website	my	faith	in	this	town	
really	started	to	die.	IntroDUCKtion	obvi-
ously	didn’t	touch	on	the	fact	that	getting	
caught	masturbating	in	public	is	a	prideful	
experience.	Whether	it	was	the	abundance	
of	cases,	or	the	two	day	gap	between	each	
one,	it	made	me	feel	like	I	was	the	asshole	
for	not	pulling	out	my	dick	in	public.	
													Apparently	drunken	failed	pickup	
artists	are	dispersing	a	 torrential	spray	of	
man	 milk	 on	 our	 downtown	 bar	 district	
and	 it’s	 not	 a	 one-time	 deal.	These	 jack-
offs	are	repeat	offenders	and	a	lonely	dark	
Eugene	street	is	their	late	night	booty-call.	
However,	 one	 in	 particular	 has	 recently	
caught	my	eye.
	 Our	main	villain,	Marques	Sala-
zar,	fits	 the	bill	 so	perfectly	 it	makes	me	
wonder	if	he	was	grooming	himself	for	his	
shining	 moment.	 His	 dark,	 slicked	 back	
hair	is	so	dripping	wet	with	Pomade,	Dan-
ny	Zuko	would	have	been	envious.	Along	
for	the	ride	is	his	standard-issue	pedophile	
mustache,	so	thin	it	seems	he	has	whiskers	
at	 a	 glance,	 only	 adding	 to	 his	 street-rat	
image.	Probably	the	best	way	to	describe	
this	man	is	that	he	looks	like	a	modern	day	
Jafar;	who	knows,	maybe	he	is	a	fan.
	 According	to	police	reports,	Sala-
zar	played	the	part	as	well	as	he	looked	it:	
as	of	November	12th,	he	has	been	arrested	
for	public	masturbation.	According	to	the	
Register-Guard,	Ash	Flash’em	here	alleg-
edly,	 “targeted	 women	 pedestrians	 in	 the	

Biff Wellington is a contributor to the 
OregOn COmmentatOr, and don’t ask 
him why he was searching “indecent ex-
posure.”

west	university	and	downtown	areas,	driv-
ing	by	them	in	his	maroon	Nissan	Sentra.”	
Salazar	is	being	held	in	Lane	County	Jail	
on	six	counts	of	indecent	exposure.	How-
ever,	 since	 the	 first	 case	 occurred	 as	 far	
back	as	September	 (and	apparently	 reoc-
curred	every	two	days,	did	I	already	point	
that	out?),	authorities	suspect	that	there	are	
many	other	victims	out	there	who	have	yet	
to	 come	 forward.	 Oh,	 and	 did	 I	 mention	
that	he’s	a	University	of	Oregon	employ-
ee?	Well,	I	just	did.	
												So	how	can	we	stop	these	wrong-
doers	from	coming	back	and	whipping	out	
their	willies	on	our	streets	as	they	please?	
The	Register-Guard	had	an	easy	fix.	After	
our	assailant’s	second	pants-down	joyride,	
the	 only	 logical	 step	 was	 to	 plaster	 his	
name	 and	 address	 in	 the	 morning	 paper.	
Granted,	 public	 humiliation	 does	 work	
with	some,	but	we	are	talking	about	a	guy	
who	masturbates	in	public	-	not	much	can	
break	him.	I	thought	it	would	be	beneficial	
to	attack	this	blatant	violation	of	load	code	
by	advising	our	freshmen	guys	on	how	to	
not	end	up	being	part	of	this	HANDemic.
												Alright	you	scumbags,	it’s	time	to	
school	you	in	a	little	thing	I	call	“mastur-
bation	etiquette.”	Let’s	talk	about	location	
for	 a	 moment.	 Dorm	 showers	 are	 out	 of	
the	 picture,	 not	 only	 because	 it’s	 against	
housing	code,	but	drains	weren’t	meant	to	
handle	fifty	loads	a	day,	and	that	repair	is	
billed	 to	you.	Nobody	wants	a	semen-re-
lated	bill	of	any	kind;	hell,	try	explaining	
that	one	to	your	parents	without	them	con-
templating	disowning	you.	Your	only	shot	
is	your	dorm,	and	when	you’re	living	in	a	

room	the	size	of	a	comfortable	prison	sell,	
you	need	a	game	plan.	For	one,	memorize	
your	 roommate’s	 schedule.	 Create	 that	
masturbation	window	where	you	can	pop	
off	rounds	in	peace	without	having	to	taint	
your	cellmate’s	eyes	with	your	shame.
												Discretion	is	key,	but	in	case	your	
roommate	decides	to	skip	a	class	and	that	
masturbation	window	is	compromised,	al-
ways	have	a	cover	up.	My	favorite	is	the	
classic	 towel	 diversion.	 Towels	 not	 only	
give	 optimal	 masturbation	 comfort,	 they	
provide	you	the	stealth	for	those	unexpect-
ed	guest	arrivals.	When	I	first	heard	of	this	
method	 I	 quickly	 realized	 my	 roommate	
wasn’t	really	showering	four	times	a	day,	
so	mix	up	your	tactics	and	be	creative...
	 Whoa,	I’m	starting	to	lose	focus	
here.	Better	wrap	this	up.
	 It	 remains	 to	 be	 seen	 what	 will	
happen	to	this	knob-knocker	Salazar,	and	
how	many	more	people	-	the	same	people	
he	likely	served	in	his	work	as	an	employ-
ee	 of	 the	 University,	 and	 I	 don’t	 think	 I	
can	make	a	big	enough	point	of	that	-	will	
come	forward	with	their	own	accounts	of	
his	 shady	 shenanigans.	 I	 can	 only	 hope	
that	 his	 story,	 and	 the	 helpful	 sugges-
tions	I’ve	provided	here,	serve	as	a	warn-
ing	 to	 all	 you	 chicken-chokers	out	 there:	
keep	it	in	your	pants,	or	your	
load	won’t	be	the	only	thing	
you’re	blowing.

Dicks
Keeping

Streets
off the
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Psychoanalysis

COllege is a wOnderful time tO ex-
plOre new ideas and OppOrtunities.  

in an attempt tO make a little extra 
mOney and see if this degree i’m gOing 
fOr is wOrth anything, i started my Own 
peanuts-style COunseling bOOth.  nOw i 
am nOt a liCensed psyChiatrist, but then 
again neither was freud.  the fOllOwing 
is my COCaine-induCed psyChOanalysis 
Of my Only returning CustOmer, sudsy 
O’sullivan.

OC: So Sudsy, why did we meet here 
today?

SO: Well, as you know, it can get lonely 
being the only gigantic, sentient glass 
of Pilsner on campus, and I figured this 
would be a way to get some thoughts out.

OC: Alrighty, let’s just jump in then.  
Why don’t you tell me about your child-
hood?

SO:  I remember very little about my 
childhood.  What with having a 100% 
BAC at all times, I am pretty prone to 
blackouts and memory loss.

OC: Interesting. Do you have any 
thoughts on your parents?

SO: Well, I don’t know too much about 
them.  I know my mother was Irish 
Catholic, but all I know about my father* 
is that he was very bitter.  People tell me I 
get that from him.

OC: How do you think that affects your 
relationships with people?

SO: I’m not sure. I mean I always get 
invited to parties, but no one ever asks 
me how I feel. Usually they just grab me 
inappropriately and take pictures.

Note: As is common 
in psychoanalysis, 
we decided to try 
hypnosis to see if 
we could get Sudsy 
to express some 
repressed thoughts 
or emotions. Unfor-
tunately, I’m terrible 
at hypnosis, so I just 
gave him a couple 
hits of acid and fig-
ured that would be 
good enough.

SO: I don’t know 
man, I guess I have 
this fear of falling. 
Not like off a cliff, 
but like off a table 
or something. I just 
don’t wanna spill 
myself for everyone 
all the time, you 
know? But that’s all 
people care about.

OC: And how [cough] does that make 
you feel? Here man hit this shit.

SO:  Like a [he sobs] pony keg being 
tapped of all happiness.

OC: You must be afraid of not living 
up to the reputation of your father, Lord 
Kegsington.  GodDAMN, that guy is 
classy.

SO: I just want him to be okay with who 
I am.  As a beer-man-monster.

OC: You will never be the beer-man-
monster Lord Kegsington is.  You are a 
fucking terrible son.

SO: You are the worst therapist ever!

OC: What? Oh, I know.  This was a 
terrible idea. Any last words for your 
readers?

SO: Ocelot.

OC: Fuck you, Sudsy.

SO: I know. See you around the office.

*Lord Kegsington has told the OC on 
several occasions (or at least once) that 
“The kid is not my son.”

Suds, 
Interrupted

Mike Hunt is a contributor to the OregOn 
COmmentatOr and thinks everything is 
better with Michael Jackson references.

by Mike Hunt
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The Truth About STFU

By now, most of you should 
be aware of the STFU campaign around 
campus. On the surface it seems like an 
attempt at making the University of Ore-
gon a much healthier and oxygen-friend-
ly environment. However, this reporter 
uncovered the real motivation behind the 
tobacco free campus initiative: removal 
of hipsters. 

I know that many of you are shaking 
your heads thinking this is just another 
conspiracy theory like sugar free cookies, 
but I am here to tell you it is absolutely 
true.

Let me give you some historical con-
text. For years Portland has been known 
as a breeding ground for hipsters. I’m 
talkin’ skinny jean wearing, PBR drink-
ing hipsters. People who want to be dif-
ferent from everyone else by dressing ex-
actly like twenty of their closest friends. 

Everything was perfect for the hip-
sters. They had just enough social disdain 
to keep them mysterious, and just enough 
costume jewelry to keep them annoying. 
But one day a show was aired that ruined 
everything.

“Portlandia,” a show about the awe-

someness of Portland, had very far-reach-
ing affects. People started to pay more at-
tention to Oregon. Tourists brought their 
families during spring break. Portland, 
Oregon was now cool and the hipsters 
had to make a break for it. 

So, they decided the next best place 
to move to was Eugene, under the guise 
of attending a university. The University 
of Oregon campus was soon overrun with 
irony and questionable sweaters. The ad-
ministration was concerned, but they 
couldn’t just kick the hipsters out, that 
would look bad. They thought of another 
idea.

A smoking ban was the perfect cov-
er. It would appear as if it was being done 
for the health of all students. They would 
easily get support from everyone. 

The administration knew one very 
important thing about hipsters: they need 
to be seen smoking. A normal smoker 
will figure out a way to get the job done, 
whatever it takes. However, unless some-
one witnesses a hipster smoke, it doesn’t 
count. The administration knew that if 
they couldn’t smoke to look cool on cam-
pus, they wouldn’t come to campus at all. 

Think about it, how many times have you 
actually seen a hipster in a class? 

This dastardly plan has already been 
put into motion. At this rate, there will be 
no hipsters left on campus by next year. 

I urge all students to fight this cam-
paign! Our lives would be dark and un-
pleasant without the presence of hipsters. 
For one, we would have no one to make 
the rest of us seem normal. Vintage stores 
all around Eugene will fold. Pabst Blue 
Ribbon will not get enough business to 
sell in Eugene. Most important of all, 
we will have no one to unapologetically 
mock at all hours of the day. Are you will-
ing to give that up? Because I sure as hell 
am not!

We can’t let them get away with this. 
A tobacco free campus is a hipster free, 
and mockery free, campus. The truth is 
staring you in the face. Think about it.

For the price of giving 
one fuck a day you too 

can help save the hipster.

Emily Schiola is an associate editor for the 
OregOn COmmentatOr and really missed the 
Oregon Voice.

   By Emily Schiola
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The Truth About STFU
Bitterness

Generally, I get along with dudes 
just fine. It’s easy enough to roll a spliff, 
make some burritos, and just hang out, 
which is what I end up doing with a lot of 
my friends who are guys. It is all fine and 
dandy without much conflict, but in my 
long life of nineteen years, I have met a 
few guys who I really hated. Not just pas-
sive, roll-my-eyes, gag me with a spoon 
and complain “ohmygah I HATE Tony 
Parker for cheating on Eva Longoria,” but 
truly hate with a concerning passion. Hate 
so much I want to punch them in the throat 
or poop on them and take a picture to send 
to their mom. This one’s for them, a letter 
to the all-stars of Dudes I Hate.

To Kyle, 
Let me preface this by saying that, of 

the countless guys I hate, I definitely hate 
you the most. It would be one thing if I 
hated you for breaking my heart or some 
bullshit like that, but the reason I hate you 
is for giving me the single least magical 
night of my entire life.  You made me feel 
like a blow up doll that you didn’t even 
like that much, and through all of the five 
seconds you spent spastically thrusting 
your near-flaccid penis into me, you made 
me want to kill myself rather than ever 
look you, or your dick, in the eye again. 
To top it all off you got semen on me and 
you didn’t talk to me ever again, as if your 
pathetic attempt at losing your virginity is 
my fault. Fuck you and good riddance. I 
feel sorry for the next girl who makes the 
mistake of trying to have sex with you.

To the professor who failed me in cal-
culus last year,

FUCK YOU. I worked so hard in your 
class, I did almost all of the webwork, I 
studied for some of the tests, I started a 
study group! I went to all of your office 
hours that I could, I came to class most 
of the time, I took a ton of notes, but alas 
it was all in vain because you STILL 
FAILED ME. What’s up with that? Lis-
ten, I would’ve taken any “extra credit” 
you threw at me, but no. I can’t even count 
how many times I went into your office all 
doe-eyed, tits blazing, but you still gave 
me a fat F.  I get it, you’re married, but 
why on earth would you be a college cal-
culus teacher if you weren’t trying to ex-
change blowjobs for grades?! Riddle me 
that, professor. I’m not going to say that 
you drove me to drugs, but I will say that 
the only coping mechanism I had for your 
obscene amount of homework packets was 
to get stoned and see how much I could get 
through. Apparently not much—duly not-
ed—and through our trials and tribulations 
I realized that I really do hate you.

To my douchey co-worker,
 I’ve got a big reality check for you, 

homeboy: we are not on the Jersey Shore, 
you are not Snooki, it is not acceptable for 
you to be so tan all year long with your 
stupid designer sunglasses. Guess what? 
We are in EUGENE, OREGON. You 
should be the same pasty shade as all the 
other bros ten months of the year, and if 
you think that wearing sunglasses despite 

the consistent cloud coverage is cool, you 
are seriously deluding yourself. I get it, 
you’re twenty-four years old, you’re an 
adult, you go to weddings and live in a 
studio apartment downtown. You’re a grad 
student, you want to save the world one 
at-risk youth at a time, and you probably 
have sex with a different drunk girl from 
Cowfish every night. Good for you, but I 
am nineteen and I plan to live it up or die 
trying, so please stop trying to condescend 
me into submission. It won’t work, and I 
hate you. 

On that note, while you all suck so 
hard, I’m sure that I’ve learned valuable 
life lessons from all of you, like to never 
have sex with virgins, or to always use 
ratemyprofessor.com, or that if I want to 
punch someone in the face, I shouldn’t 
hold back, because I never know when 
I’m going to see them again. So I guess 
I should be thanking you dudes for the 
wonderful life lessons you bestowed upon 
me, but I still hope I never see any of you 
again.

Love, Hailey

By Hailey Chamberlain

A Letter to 
the Guys 
I Hate
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Guilt

You’re stumbling around just west 
of campus. You’re looking at 

the ground, seeing lots of lines. You real-
ize you’re in a parking lot and you realize 
how drunk you are. You 
look up, you see a build-
ing with a steep roof. It’s 
a steeple. You see a cross 
atop the steeple; you re-
alize you’re in a church 
parking lot. You stop. 
You fumble your phone in 
your hands and send this 
text message:  I’m at a 
churfchj wher asre yout.  

You look up, and 
with drunken sentiment 
you direct your stumbling 
towards the church itself. 
You reach the front steps, 
you fumble your phone in 
your hands. 2:33 a.m. You 
realize that it’s no longer 
Saturday night. You real-
ize its Sunday morning. 
You realize how drunk 
you are. You realize how 
drunk you are, on the 
front steps of a church, on 
a Sunday morning. Your 
life flashes before you.

Years ago on this day, 
you were asleep in your bed. Years ago on 
this day you’d wake up to the smell of but-
ter toast, and to the warm, licking embrace 
of your yellow Labrador puppy. Years ago 
on this day you’d put on your Sunday best, 
slide down the banister, and pile into the 
minivan with the rest of your family. Years 
ago on this day you would go to church 
and you would pray, and you would thank 

God for Labrador puppies and for butter 
toast and you would be happy.

 And now you are here. 
Drunk, depraved, and underage on 

the front steps of a church on a Sunday. 
You are overcome with the irony. What 
are you doing? What have you done? You 
are overcome with shame. You feel sick. 
You’re going to be sick. Your stomach 
constricts, you fall to your knees, and you 
throw up. 

You look up at the cross on the steeple, 
you cannot move! You are paralyzed. You 

are crippled with guilt, your Catholic guilt. 
Your stomach clenches again and you pro-
ceed with your weepy dry heaves. You 
stop heaving. You reach for your phone, 

you read from the screen: 
what? cum to 16th and pat-
terson. You respond: I think 
jiustthew up om.chvrhch. 
You put the phone down. 
You turn away from your 
yellow puddle of vomit and 
in drunken reflection you 
wonder how you came from 
butter toast to regurgitated 
mimosas under a church 
steeple. 

You wonder why you 
love mimosas so much. 
You wonder why you drank 
so many. And why you did 
so when you knew it was 
wrong! You can’t find a good 
reason. There is no good rea-
son. You wonder if you can 
help it at all. You realize that 
your love for mimosas is hu-
man nature. You realize that 
you’ve never had the ability 
to resist them and you never 
will. You realize that you 
were born with this imper-
fection. And you remember 

how as a Catholic you believed that you 
were born guilty. 

You imagine yourself as you were 
when you were a burping infant, guilty as 
ever. You remember yourself in your Sun-
day best, sliding down the banister, guilty 
as charged. Where did your Catholic guilt 
begin? You trace it back to the fall of man, 
back to the Garden of Eden. You think 

[In Excessiveness Deo]
It’s Saturday night,  you’re drunk.
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Guilt

By Rebecca O’Neill 

Rebecca O’Neill is a contributor to the 
OregOn COmmentatOr and has a por-
celain confessional in her bathroom.

about Adam. You think about Eve, about 
the serpent who tempted her with the fruit 
of the Tree of Knowledge. 

In anger, you muse:  Eve, you reckless 
cunt. You had one rule. One rule sweetie, 
and you broke it! For a piece of fruit, you 
condemned mankind to inherent deficien-
cy and inherent inclination to sin. And ser-
pent, you slimy, manipulative fuck. Why’d 
you have go and slither down with your 
forbidden fruit and your smooth talking? 
Congratulations. You’ve successfully cre-
ated human pain and suffering. Because of 
you, I’ve thrown up all of my mimosas. As 
for you, God, you cruel, omnipotent fab-
rication, if you aren’t going to restore us 
in the garden, I demand you release me 
from this guilt! Release us all! Because 
guess what, God. Guilt? I’m fucking 
over it. These church steps? Over them. 
Vomit? So fucking over vomit. Mimo-
sas? Not over them, never over them.

I’m sorry that mimosas are deli-
cious and I’m sorry that I love them 
so much! Fuck you! Fuck all of you! I 
was born into your bullshit, I was raised 
in your bullshit, and now I feel guilty 
about something that happened because 
of your bullshit! Smite me, see if I care! 
I’m going to 16th and Patterson! I’m 
going to make more mimosas! Then I’m 
going to drink them!  

You stop your musing. You feel 
free. You are free. You realize that with-
out sin, there is no guilt. You realize that 
without guilt, there is no Catholicism. You 
realize that sin is absolutely fundamental 
to your religion. You are justified. You are 
overcome with relief. You start to stand 
up. You realize how drunk you still are. 
You stagger away from the church. You 
reach the sidewalk. You start walking, you 
breathe the cool air, you feel a lot better, 

you’re glad you threw up.  You cross the 
street, you walk some more. You cross an-
other street, and another, and another. You 
look around, things are familiar, you are 
almost at 16th. You reach for your phone. 
Where is your phone? You stop walking. 
Where is your phone? You’ve lost it. 

You feel sick. You cannot move. It 
cannot be. It must be. You are overcome 
again. You turn around. You start on a 
frantic, drunken scamper back to the 
church. As you run, you lament: Almighty 
God! Merciful, Almighty God forgive me, 
for I am a drunkard! I am a sinner! With 

the absence of my phone, I see, I feel, 
your almighty power! This is my punish-
ment. You have cast it away from me. Or 
maybe I have been cast away from it. Like 
Adam and Eve from the Garden of Eden. 
Oh God I see it so clearly now, I see what 
I’ve done and I beg your forgiveness! If 
you are merciful you will restore me my 
phone. Take anything else. Anything but 
my phone.  I beg you! You stop lamenting, 

you’re still running. You see the steeple. 
You sprint. You’re in the parking lot. You 
see the steps. You see the vomit. You see 
the phone. You reach the steps, and fall to 
your knees again, heaving. You embrace 
the phone, looking up at the cross and you 
repent.  

Oh merciful Lord. I knew you were 
there. I always knew. I am not worthy of 
your grace. I love you so much. I do, I just 
love you so much. Thank you. You finish 
your repenting, look down at your phone, 
you fumble it in your hands, you read: nvm 
its broken up.  

[In Excessiveness Deo]
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Xenophobia

Pull out your race cards, all you 
lucky bastards who have them, because 
the University of Oregon is restructur-
ing the Office of Multicultural Academic 
Success (OMAS), and it could get real 
politically incorrect real fast. Though 
the OMAS is actually being dismantled 
and reconstructed into something called 
the Center for Multicultural Excellence 
(CMAE), administration asks that every-
one be cool, because “all of the current 
staff of OMAS will continue at the uni-
versity with responsibilities to serve stu-
dents,” and assures us that “multicultural 
programs are being expanded and other 
initiatives are being developed to ensure 
that students have the support to be suc-
cessful at the University of Oregon.” 

If you’re wondering, which I know 
you’re not, OMAS was one of several in-
stitutions under the University of Oregon 
Office of the Vice President for Institu-
tional Equity and Diversity (OIED). The 
OIED claims (key word being “claims”) 
to promote inclusive excellence by work-
ing to ensure equitable access to oppor-
tunities, benefits, and resources for all 

faculty, administrators, students, and com-
munity members. Along with OMAS, and 
now the new CMAE, the OIED includes 
the Many Nations Longhouse, the Center 
on Diversity and Community (CoDaC), 
and the Multicultural Center and no, I 
cannot tell you why we have so many of 
these institutions or what’s the difference 
between them all.

So if you’re like me, thoroughly unin-
terested in any organization that uses some 
variation of a clenched fist for a logo, you 
probably haven’t heard of the UO Truth 
Alliance. It’s a group that has dubbed 
themselves “Students of Color Outraged,” 
and they’ve launched a full-blown coun-
terattack upon the OIED and its motions to 
restructure OMAS. Look ‘em up on Tum-
blr, they update their shit like three times a 
day, and sign their online petition. 

So why are they outraged you ask? 
Well, it seems that the shift from OMAS 
to CMAE means no more priority to stu-
dents of color. Instead, the new CMAE 
will expand its services to students with 
disabilities, veterans, LGBTESSP, and 
non-traditional students. The racist bas-
tards, right? Fuck the veterans. Students 
with disabilities? Fuck ‘em too. Anyway, 
the UO Truth Alliance demands that ad-

ministration freeze all restructuring until 
they are allowed a voice in the changes. 

A public forum on the OMAS restruc-
ture was held on November 3 in the EMU 
Fir Room. Robin Holmes, Vice President 
for Institutional Equity and Diversity and 
a self-identified person of color herself, 
hosted the event with her CMAE cronies, 
and they even had the nerve to provide 
free lunch. Oh, but the UO Truth Alli-
ance ain’t that easy, they entered the fo-
rum and “quickly spread themselves along 
the walls, linking arms, and raising fists.” 
Poor Robin Holmes, the Truth Alliance 
unloaded on her ass for seven minutes 
straight! Seven whole minutes of demand 
after demand and rhetorical question after 
rhetorical question. Holmes, the bungling 
idiot, couldn’t even respond to them in-
stantaneously, which was obviously ex-
pected. “Can you send me those questions, 
please?” she whimpered, “There was a lot 
of them so I’d like to make sure that I hear 
each and every one of them again and have 
a chance to respond to--” “Certainly,” the 
Alliance interrupted, “and you should have 
been prepared to respond to any of these 
issues today and we expect to see you next 
Friday.” To tell you what happened next, 
I’ll quote the UO Truth Alliance Tumblr 
directly: 

“So we left. WIth [sic] fists raised we 
filed out. We let them believe we gone be-
fore coming back and taping all our signs 
to the windows of the Fir room and to-
gether we chanted for 15 minutes, growing 
louder and louder and drawing students 
from all over the EMU. We then marched 
through the EMU chanting, around the 
EMU outside and to the MCC where we 
debriefed and met all the new folks who 
joined us along the way.” 

Served, Robin Holmes. Served.
Later that day, out of misinforma-

tion and effective use of time, I attended 
the Center on Diversity and Community’s 

Diversity
By Spencer Madison 

Diversity, Shmiversity
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(CoDaC) 10th Anniversary Lecture Series. 
Professor Claude Steele—also a self-iden-
tified person of color—was the speaker. 
And as he is the Dean of the School of 
Education at Stanford University, I felt I 
could give him the time of day. He spoke 
of his own experiences within higher learn-
ing institutions, and shared his research on 
college underperformance trends among 
people of color. He emphasized, however, 
the incredible effects of certain social cues 
that students of color interpret as proof 
that they are indeed the “outcast,” and 
as a result, proceed to underperform. He 
also emphasized that these cues are com-
pletely psychological. Along with myself, 
I think the entire white guilt-ridden audi-
ence swept a worried brow and mused in 
relief, “Oh thank God. You really aren’t 
racist! You know, maybe it’ s okay to be 
white…”  

If I could relay some sort of general 
message of the lecture to the UO Truth Al-
liance, I’d relay the words that were ex-
changed just after Professor Steele’s talk. 
A black student lamented about the inher-
ent “antagonist” image attached to students 
who spoke out against their culturally-

apathetic institutions, and asked what he 
could do to make them listen and change. 
To my delight, Professor Steele began his 
reply with “Brother to brother,” paused, 
then continued to say, “don’t put your life 
on hold while you wait for your institution 
to change. You can always have a different 
basis for self-definition. It doesn’t always 
have to be race.” 

The UO Truth Alliance does have 
some legitimate concerns. Why were our 
OMAS advisors given only yearly con-
tracts? Why such lack of transparency 
in the process of the restructuring? Why 
don’t they have private tutors like the stu-
dent athletes do? I wonder everyday why 
I’m only allowed on the ground floor of 
the Jacqua, but duct-taping my mouth and 
wielding a sign that says “White washing 
is not the answer” or “CMAE: Centralized 
Mass Assimilation Experience” is a little 
ungrounded—so is the Truth Alliance’s 
claim that as a result of the restructuring 
of OMAS, “students of color will be iden-
tified as food items and incorporated into 
racial/ethnic ‘mixing pots’ and/or ‘salad 
bowls.’” 

A point on mixing pots and bowls of 
salad: They aren’t the same thing literally, 
and they aren’t the same thing figuratively 
either. The “melting pot” is a metaphor 
for “a heterogeneous society becoming 
more homogeneous, the different elements 
‘melting together’ into a harmonious whole 
with a common culture.” Simply because 
your previously exclusive resources will 
be extended in order to serve more stu-
dents, doesn’t mean you’ll be melted in a 
pot, or forced to worship the Hamburgler 
or Kim Kardashian. No one is threatening 
your culture or your color. Have you been 
on campus? Have you seen this school’s 
promotional photographs? Have you seen 
the cover of the course catalog? UO is that 
hurtin’ for some pigment. To all UO stu-
dents of color: what they want, baby you 

By Rebecca O’Neill

Diversity, Shmiversity
got it!

And look Truth Alliance, if you’re 
still not convinced, perhaps give salads a 
try. Because I don’t know about y’all, but 
the salad that I know is a crisp arugula 
blend, with heirloom cherry tomatoes, 
fresh caught ahi, crumbled soy feta, gently 
tossed in organic dragon fruit vinagirette… 
I’m kidding, I’ve never eaten that before. 

The point though, is that ingredients in 
a salad are mixed together, but they remain 
perfectly intact, perfectly distinct. In the 
social salad bowl model, various Ameri-
can cultures are juxtaposed—like salad 
ingredients—but do not merge together 
into a single homogeneous culture. Each 
culture keeps its own distinct qualities. 
Honestly, is there anything wrong with 
that ideology? It just seems a little digres-
sive—demanding to be set apart within an 
institution of higher learning, and it seems 
a little absurd to cry injustice at any mo-
tion towards equity or equitable academic 
resources. 

Maybe the restructuring of OMAS is 
proof of the university’s actual progress in 
diversity and inclusion, maybe its proof of 
the university’s blatant racial marginaliza-
tion. Either way, the university does have 
work to do, let me tell you. I came to Ore-
gon, I looked around, and I said to myself, 
“Wait. Everyone is white.” Then I found 
a bunch of international students wearing 
Abercrombie and smoking cigarettes in 
front of McKenzie Hall, and I felt a little 
better about the whole thing.

VP Robin Holmes

Rebecca O’Neill is a contributor to the 
OregOn COmmentatOr and actually 
does eat arugula salads all the time.
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Adam Chimeo is a contributor to  the 
OregOn COmmentatOr and is still wan-
dering around Autzen.

Action Sports News Action
By Adam Chimeo

seen…	And	that	his	first	name	is	Brian.
My	 next	 option	 was	 to	 try	 and	 hop	 the	
deceptively	secure	gates	of	Autzen.	How-
ever,	 as	 I	 approached	 the	 great	 barrier,	 I	
was	 disheartened	 by	 the	 unconscious	
USC	fan	who	had	apparently	injured	him-
self	 in	a	failed	attempt	at	what	I	had	just	
planned	 on	 doing.	 Although	 he	 wasn’t	
wearing	any	college	gear,	 I	knew	he	was	
a	 USC	 fan	 because	 a	 group	 of	 four	 frat	
bros	had	formed	a	circle	around	his	 limp	
body	and	were	booing	him.	When	I	asked	
if	they	were	going	to	call	911	one	of	them	
said,	“The	dude’s	faking	it!	He’s	just	try-

ing	 to	 slow	 down	 the	 Duck’s	 Offense.	
“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO”	
	 The	rest	of	them	joined	his	chant,	
and	 continued	 for	 five	 minutes	 straight,	
until	one	of	them	puked.	Which	of	course	
created	a	chain	reaction	of	vomit,	and	si-
multaneously	the	worst	waking-up	experi-
ence	of	that	young	USC	fan’s	life.
	 Anyway,	 one	 good	 thing	 did	
come	out	of	this	mess	(besides	me	finish-
ing	 off	 that	 nug	 behind	 the	 Duck	 Store.)	
After	the	game	I	was	lucky	enough	to	spot	
LaMichael	James	sweeping	the	curb	near	
the	entrance,	still	wearing	his	jersey	(I’m	
pretty	sure	it	was	LaMichael	James).	The	
interview	went	exactly	as	follows:

Me:	oregon Commentator,	mind	if	I	ask	
you	a	few	questions?

Sport:	Football	
Game:	Oregon	vs.	USC
Location:	Autzen	Stadium	parking	lot

 Alright, so I didn’t 
actually “watch” the game. 
I’ve	never	been	one	of	those	real	hands-on	
kind	 of	 reporters	 anyway.	 Sure,	 I	 could	
bore	you	with	statistics	and	in-depth	cov-
erage,	 but	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 day	 what’s	
more	 important	 here;	 the	 little	 details	 or	
the	football	experience	as	a	whole?	Now,	I	
know	what	you’re	thinking.	You’re	think-
ing,	“This	asshole	probably	just	got	drunk	
at	the	tailgate	party	and	lost	his	ticket.”
	 Well,	Yeah.	 That’s	 exactly	 what	
happened.	 So	 what?	 You	 want	 to	 guess	
how	much	I	actually	get	paid	to	write	these	
dinky	little	articles?	Besides	the	occasion-
al	free	beer:	Dick!	However,	most	of	this	
article	was	already	drunkenly	scribed	on	a	
series	of	napkins	that	I	found	in	my	pocket	
this	 morning	 so	 I	 thought,	what	 the	hell,	
good	enough	for	the	Commentator!
From	 what	 I	 can	 decipher	 from	 these	
crumbled	 bits	 of	 paper	 I	 definitely	 went	
to	 the	 tailgate	party.	Which	makes	sense,	
because	I	remember	seeing	an	overweight,	
shirtless	man	scratching	his	stomach	with	
a	spatula.	Where	else	but	a	 tailgate	party	
will	you	see	someone	get	away	with	 that	
shit?	Unfortunately,	what	 I	don’t	 remem-
ber	is	the	hour	between	my	last	shot	of	te-
quila	and	when	 I	woke	up	 face	down	on	
the	asphalt.	
	 After	 several	 failed	 attempts	 at	
bribery	 (the	 security	 guards	 weren’t	 too	
impressed	 with	 the	 thirteen	 dollars	 I	 had	
to	offer	or	the	measly	nug	that	I	found	in	
my	 jacket)	 I	 was	 unfortunate	 enough	 to	
run	into	an	Emerald	sports	writer	near	the	
bathrooms.	I	tried	to	get	the	prick	to	fill	me	
in	on	how	the	game	was	going,	but	appar-
ently	 the	 folks	 at	 the	Daily Emerald	 feel	
that	the	Commentator should,	“do	its	own	
field	work.”	To	avoid	accusations	of	slan-
der,	as	well	as	not	to	harm	the	reputation	
of	 the	 Commentator,	 I	 won’t	 go	 as	 far	
to	publish	the	man’s	full	name,	but	I	will	
say	 that	he’s	 the	ugliest	person	 I’ve	ever	

LaMichael:	I	guess	not.
Me:	Great.	What	was	the	final	score?	
LaMichael:	I	don’t	know.
Me:	Oh.	So,	I	guess	you	didn’t	get	much	
play	time	then.
LaMichael:	Is	that	supposed	to	be	funny?
Me:	 	 Uhm,	 let’s	 see.	 What	 else?	 Oh!	
How’d	that	guy	do?	You	know,	the	quar-
terback?	What’s	his	name	again?
LaMichael:	Darron	Thomas?	
Me:	No,	that’s	not	it.	Jeremiah	Massoli!	
That’s	his	name!	
 LaMichael:	I	don’t	have	time	for	this	
shit.
Me:	Please,	one	more	question.	Who	won	
the	game?
LaMichael:	I	hate	this	job,	why	the	fuck	
would	I	know?

	 So	there	you	have	it	folks,	LaMi-
chael	James	hates	football!	Shortly	after	
this	interview,	the	5’	4”,	Hispanic	running	
back	got	into	his	minivan	and	sped	off.	
Now	that	I	think	of	it,	I	may	have	just	
interviewed	some	random	Mexican	dude.	
Whatever,	I	bet	this	lame	ass	article	still	
makes	it	into	the	Commenta-
tor	anyway.	
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REM

What Your Dreams Really Mean
[as interpreted by Dr. Throckbottom, Ph.D]

So. You want to proposition me, the honorable Dr. Throckbottom, Ph.D, I might fuckin’ add, about what your 
dreams really mean. The old stand-bys of banging your mom and running from the Grim Reaper in the Grand 

Canyon just ain’t doing it for you anymore? Well saddle up and put on your big boy diapers, ‘cuz you’re about to 
get kicked with some sick psychoanalytic shit.

DREAM #1: You’re 
being chased by 
someone or something 
but can’t see its face. 
It always seems to be 
a couple steps behind 
you. The fear is incred-
ible and it feels like 
you’ve been running 
forever.

ANALYSIS, BITCH: 
The traditional interpretation of this dream is that your life 
is in the grips of generalized anxiety. Either that or you need 
to go out and support your local economy by buying better 
running shoes. If you can’t even get away from a monster you 
can’t see then how are you going to get away from the Feds 
once you start stealing children to support your coke habit? 
Oh, almost forgot: fear = coke habit. Remember that. 

DREAM #2: You desperately need to use the restroom. But it 
appears that the crapper is broken, even after you’ve waited in 
line for hours. You end up peeing yourself.

ANALYSIS, BITCH: Besides propositioning random men 
for hook-ups, I know there’s only one thing I use bathrooms 
for: burping my worm. It’s obvious that you have deep issues 
with privacy and feel that your personal space is being in-
truded upon and so you pee yourself as a defense mechanism. 
My advice? Get one of those pajama bottoms that have a flap 
for your wang. Then you can pee on whatever or whoever you 
want, regardless of wait time.

DREAM #3: You’re flying above the city, completely naked.

ANALYSIS, BITCH: You’re gay. Deal with THAT.

DREAM #4: You feel 
something rolling around 
in your mouth. You spit it 
out and realize it’s a tooth. 
Then you whole jaw comes 
unhinged and falls on the 
floor.

ANALYSIS, BITCH: 
You’re part of the Occupy 
Eugene movement. Pause 
to urinate on a tree before 

you continue on your rant about how the Nike Company stole 
your 401k or something. My advice? Go stuff your face with the 
only important issue in the Occupy Movement, the free granola.  

DREAM #5: You’re doing the nasty with some fine piece you 
picked up from the bars. As you’re getting to the peak, she starts 
to turn into an evil demon, “Species” style. You’re unable to 
extricate yourself from this beast’s nethers.

ANALYSIS, BITCH: This one’s fairly obvious – you’re in a 
terrible relationship and you need to get out of it as soon as pos-
sible. No matter how great the sex was, you need to leave now 
or you’ll find your clothes on your front lawn while the neighbor 
eats out your girlfriend. WHY JENNI, WHY? WE COULD’VE 
HAD SOMETHING BEAUTIFUL! YOU’RE TEARING MY 
HEART APART WITH YOUR TALONS, JENNI! YOU SOUL-
LESS WHORE! 

Either that or your girlfriend really is a demon. Have I men-
tioned I also do exorcisms?

Dr. Throckbottom is a contributor to  
the OregOn COmmentatOr and had a 
dream last night about a killer guinea pig.
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Mama’s boy

What I Look for in

When it comes to women, the first 
thing I notice is her rack, and by 

that I don’t mean her tits. That babe better 
be packing a super-sized spice rack. Wom-
en should be able to bake tricked out apple 
crumbles just like my mother, or I’m not 
interested. Speaking of my mother, they 
should also be about 5’9”, but I’m pretty 
sure that’s a coincidence, because I’d totally 
date a girl who is 5’8”. I’m not here to talk 
about my mom; that would be weird. My 
perfect woman should also have some big, 
motherly ta-tas, a pair I could just snuggle 
up to and suck on. That’s not weird and 
plenty of adults do it, so get off my back. 
Loads of dudes suck on nipples. Hell, I was 
breastfed until I was twelve. They should 
also have a healthy appreciation for ABBA, 
but if they don’t I guess I could lend them 
my mother’s albums. I like a discreet wom-
an who will keep us further off the radar 
than Gingrich. I’m like Herman Cain, if we 
sex you had better keep it on the down low, 
and I’ll make it worth your while.

I can get pretty protective of my wom-
en. Like if she’s making a pot roast that 
one Christmas in ‘95, and she accidentally 
burns it, I’m going to say something when 
that old bastard takes his belt off this time. 
Well, you know, hypothetically if that has 
ever or will ever happen. I would come to 
the laundry room where you are hiding, 
and tell you everything’s going to be al-
right, Dad is just angry because he lost his 
job, and then I would sex you right. “You” 
the ideal babe, that is.

 I need to reiterate that I do not want to 
bang my mother. I mean, I do have a thing 
for MILFs, but I don’t think that’s related. 
I want a sexy bitch like Michele Bachmann 
to grab hold of my Tea Party, if you know 
what I mean. I get a general erection every 
time she spouts some sexy nonsense about 
carbon dioxide being harmless. I know my 
dad is going to vote for her, but I swear I 
could just kill that guy sometimes. Why 
does he get to sex all the babes I want to? I 
mean, besides my mother of course. Dudes 

who want to have sex with their mothers 
are weird and creepy and I am certainly 
not amongst their vile lot.

I want a babe who likes to role-play. 
Sure, doing you in the bedroom or my 
dads study is well and good, but to spice 
things up we could use our imaginations.  
Like maybe you’re in the kitchen making 
supper and I come up behind you and tug 
on your skirt because I want a juice box or 
my allowance. Then we bang. Maybe I’m 
out riding my trike and I skin my knee. 
You come out with a band-aid, all sexy 
and motherly and make it all better, and by 
“it” I mean my throbbing erection. If you 
don’t think these are hot that’s alright, I 
understand, I just thought of them off the 
top of my head so just forget about them. 
Still, if you were to wear an apron and a 
pearl necklace I think I would lose my shit. 
I’m looking for a longtime commitment, 
so if you’re still around once Mother’s 
Day rolls around, forget giving your mom 
a call. You just stay in bed while I bring 
the french toast and give you a little syrup 
under the sheets. I know it isn’t how most 
people celebrate, but something about 
that day makes my shit sprung. I may also 
tape a few specific family photos to your 
back, but I think that’s pretty 
common.

DTF?

Join 
THE OREGON 

COMMENTATOR

Our staffers get laid 
on the reg!

Now hiring:

Blog Editors

Designers

Blog Editors

Bloggers

Smooth Talkers

Did we mention 
blog editors?

www.oregoncommentator.com

a Woman
 By Spencer Madison

Spencer Madison is a contributor to  the 
OregOn COmmentatOr and it should 

be noted that his mother is Diane Lane.

 Yeah, a nice big spice rack



1�

Manners

Just like alcohol, libraries are an 
awesome collegiate resource that 

have the potential to be abused. Here at the 
U of O, the Knight Library is being abused 
daily beyond belief by sorority chicks.  
Unlike when you’re drunk, however, when 
you’re at a library, it is normal to be silent.  
Let me rephrase that: the library is the one 
goddamned place on campus where you 
don’t talk.  In literally every other place on 
campus it is okay to speak, but not here. 
Why sorority girls think this social norm 
does not apply to them, I do not know.

Yeah yeah yeah everyone gets tired of 
studying, we are all human. And we know 
how to handle it like normal humans: 
listen to music, text obnoxiously, go on 
Facebook.  Feel free to get creative - go 
give your Frat Daddy a quick Lewinsky 
in the individual study rooms on the third 
floor, relieving the stress of not being able 
to understand the complex idea of an en-
thymeme - just don’t talk. (**NOTE TO 
THE WRITING DEPARTMENT: IT IS 
A FUCKING THESIS).  Why you choose 
to babble about the line you did off some 
bro’s dick, who has now decided (wisely) 
to not accept your friend request, while de-
cent human beings are trying to study is 
beyond me.  After trying to read Nietzsche 
for an hour with your blabber in the back-
ground, I am convinced beyond any doubt 
that he meant to title the Anti-Christ the 
Anti-Sisterhood. It is not Christianity that 
demoralized and slowed the growth of 
mankind, it is these atrocious sluts who 
have infected our library with their disease 
of pompousness.

Every student at the U of O has been 
bothered by obnoxious people on their 
way to class trying to get you involved 
with their issue - be it the Christians, OS-
PIRG, Humans vs Zombies, or The Daily 
Emerald. I hate all these things, but at least 
they have purpose. To put it in perspective, 
the people “occupying” the Mill Race, 
protesting against the horrible problem 
of corporate greed in Eugene are accom-
plishing more than your ass is occupying 
a seat in the Knight Library.  You both are 
occupying places that you should not be, 
but at least they have a “purpose”, albeit 
an absolutely asinine one.  

Beyond all that, why must you all 
use the word “like” to connect every piti-
ful utterance you muster from your semen 
crusted lips?  Like it like literally makes 
my ears like sting.  It is as if sororities 
have developed their own dialect, almost 
unintelligible from English. “But profes-
sor like I totes spent like two whole hours 
at like the Knight Library studying for this 
yesterday, not fair.” Translation: “Profes-
sor, I saw a cute guy so I followed him 
into the Knight Library and got trapped 
for a long time because it started to rain.”  
You all should know that being a native 
speaker of Californian Slut Pidgin comes 
with the connotation that you are a spoiled 
piece of shit who daddy couldn’t get into 
the U.C. school system so you come to the 
U of O and rape the Knight library of any 
academic potential it had.  

I cannot wait until the great Oregon 
rain arrives.  I hope it slimes the makeup 
caked to your charming face and stains 
your designer clothing.  I hope that this is 
enough to defer you from marching your 
Ugg boots to the library.  I hope you get 
depressed and listen to Biggie and go back 
to Cali. If enough of you do I will finally 
stop getting fucked every single Sunday at 
9 p.m. by GoDucks.com.  I won’t get my 
hopes up; I know there are some cute um-
brellas out there.

“Well why don’t you just ask them 
to please be quiet?” a loud one with a 
nice rack might point out.  Fair enough, 

maybe I have not.  Maybe I am too shy.  
Maybe I shouldn’t have to because it’s 
a god damned library.  Maybe hearing 
your impotent conversations gives me the 
morale boost that I needed.  While we’re 
at it, maybe Bush should have politely 
asked Bin Laden to “please not attack the 
East coast”.  Oh, and maybe Steve Jobs 
could have just asked cancer to leave him 
alone, duh.  And now that I think about 
it, the Jews should have just asked Hitler 
to chill out a bit, that most likely would 
have worked.  Or, maybe (this is kinda 
farfetched, but stay with me), asking 
would not solve the problem, only deter 
it momentarily, while making me feel 
like an idiot. One thing we can all agree 
on, Cliff Harris needs to get a fucking 
driver’s license.  I doubt any of you have 
the attention span to have read this far, 
but if so, please do not talk in the library.

HUSH, YOUNG SLUT

She’s hotter than you, AND I don’t 
want to beat her face in with a 

dictionary.

Benji Lewis is a contributor to  the 
OregOn COmmentatOr and likes his 
women stacked.

By Benji Lewis
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Banana split

Ethan Bendau is the publisher of the 
OregOn COmmentatOr and loves to eat 
bananas, slowly. 

By Ethan Bendau

To: Zac Scott, ΔΤΔ brother

From: Your collective subconscious

RE: YOU’RE GAY, BRO!

    Listen dude, we’ve gotta talk. Everyone knows that college is the time 

of your life when you discover who you really are and experiment with 

new things. You aren’t special in that regard. You joined Greek life because 

you wanted a ready-made social life, sure, but you also wanted to continue 

hiding from the giant phallus-shaped monkey on your back. But being 

around sweaty, muscular bags of testosterone 24/7 has been reawakening 

your inner desires. It’s time to admit it man: you’re totally gay.

    The other parts of your subconscious and I have talked, and it’s a pretty 

clear consensus. It was kind of tough at first because Id just kept yelling, “I 

WANT SOME DICK, NOW!” but eventually we threw him a corn dog and 

that kept him busy for a while. Super-ego wasn’t really down with it, some 

bullshit about trying to fit in, not causing a scene. He’s a prick. We want to 

be ourselves. Ego was like, “I just wanna be a bro lovin’ a bro. Is that too 

much to ask?” Poetry.
    You had everyone pretty fooled for a while, but we’ve totally been run-

ning the show here. Why do you think you joined DTD? Was it because the 

letters can be easily re-imagined as a dick and two giant balls? Maybe. But 

maybe it’s because a fraternity is the environment you needed, ripe with 

homophobic overcompensation as a cover-up. Meanwhile, the rest of us 

needed to take advantage of the jacked men who love to slap ass and out-

gay one another, as if “no homo” still counts with a penis inches from your 

face. “Remember bro, it’s not gay if you’re listening to Slayer.” I know 

the thoughts that linger in your mind while you’re being “iced” by your 

fellow bros. Kneeling down, your lips around the cold, hard Smirnoff Ice 

bottleneck, the drops of perspiration dribbling, dribbling, dribbling down 

your chin. They laugh, they cheer, and your wang screams from the strain 

of unreleased passion.
    Don’t worry about what your other frat brothers will think; if they’re 

your true friends, they’ll accept you for who you are. Or they’re throw you 

in the Mill Race to so they can avoid questioning their own potentially 

latent sexuality. Let’s face it, man, this is what you get when you buy your 

friends. They must not realize the potential that comes with having a gay 

friend as a perpetual wingman. We’re serious puss magnets. Maybe if 

you’d just accepted yourself from the start, you could have been livin’ it 

up with the LGBTQ crew on campus. Everyone knows they’re a fun and 

rowdy bunch. And your parents? They probably figured you were doomed 

anyway when you ended up in Eugene. If all else fails, hopefully dad will 

still let you work at his used car dealership when your business major fails 

to pan out.
    You just need to let it all hang out, brah; you can’t drown the throbbing 

cockshafts in your mind’s eye with Milwaukee’s Best Ice forever. Those 

skeletons in your closet have some pretty huge boners. How many more 

dick references do I have to make before we can admit that you’re a flamer 

and we all go hit up Glam Night at John Henry’s with the Commentator 

crowd? I hear they’re pretty wild.

Love and kisses,

Your subconscious

A letter from Your 
Subconcious



�1

Paternity

Who’s Your Daddy?
Ex-Sports Star 
Underneath that mustard stained undershirt, the curly mane of chest hair, 

and the pounds and pounds of comfort food-induced fat, there is a lean eighteen-
year-old sports god on top of the world. Maybe if he had a little more motivation 
he would go the Tiger Woods route and try to live vicariously through you, but 
that would require actual physical activity. So, for now, he’ll settle for another 
hour of ESPN 32.

Pro: Occasionally lets you drink some of his cheap beer. 
Con: Makes you get him one, “while you’re up.”

Know-It-All Dad (A.K.A. Science Teacher Dad)
Did you ever wonder how concrete is made? No? Too bad! You’re halfway 

through your six-hour car ride and, unless you know how to properly tuck and 
roll from a car clocking 70, you’re going to hear him out. Usually way overqual-
ified for his job, he compensates by hurling his plethora of useless knowledge 
directly over the heads of those unfortunate enough to listen.

Pro: Easily tricked into doing all of your homework.
Con: 24/7 History Channel

Religious Dad
Although the, “Because God did it”  answer may work during early child-

hood, it tends to wear thin after you realize the absurdity of a bearded, immortal 
man in the clouds taking tallies of every time you touch yourself. Your angsty 
teenage years will be especially painful due to your dad’s divine ability to cock-
block (or clamjam). 

Pro: Salvation from the impending rapture.
Con: All music is “Devil’s music.”

Dead Beat Daddy
Don’t know. Never met him.
Pro: No Father’s Day presents.
Con: You can’t get through Angels in the Outfield without crying.  

Single Dad
He may not remember the little things (birthdays, bag lunches, picking you 

up from school) but goddamn it he’s trying. On top of his regular nine-to-five 
he’s also in charge of all the cleaning, cooking, and making sure the door’s 
locked when he needs his “personal computer time.” Usually this dad is super le-
nient in hopes of becoming the “cool” parent, which is actually pretty awesome, 
until he becomes That Old Guy at the party. Because no one wants to see their 
father hit on someone who is old enough to be his daughter (or, well, son).

Pro: No curfew as long as you don’t wake him up when you get inside.
Con: Constantly asking about mom’s boyfriend Steve.

Step Dad
 A step dad is the disturbing combination of father figure and MILF hunter. 

He’s around often enough to know all the little details of your life, yet distant 
enough to forget your name on occasion (unless you’re a redheaded stepchild, 
in which case he never learned it). Usually you have to earn this dad’s love. 
Nothing under an A- will ever live to see the front of the refrigerator, and second 
place ribbons? Pfft, Step Dad wipes his ass with second place ribbons.

Pro: Technically you can have sex with anyone from his side of the family.
Con: Sitting between dad #1 and dad #2 at Thanksgiving.

By Adam Chimeo
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How to Fuck An Art History Major

    You know this story: there’s someone at that party you thought 
you wouldn’t go to and you absolutely need them in/around your genitalia. 
You talk with her, broaching topics of conversation, keeping them general and 
inoffensive.  She’s barely holding interest, laughing politely at your jokes. 
Maybe you’ll get a handjob in an alley, you’re thinking.  Then you find out 
her major is Art History.

 Fuck. 
You’re in deep. As far as you’re concerned the pinnacle of human cul-

ture is Call of Duty and Jersey Shore. Your favorite artist is that white dude 
with the afro who’s always on PBS reruns. Your mouth hangs slack, you look 
for exits, you consider committing seppuku with the host’s cutlery, or maybe 
even changing the subject. This could have been avoided. It’s all your fault for 
thinking you could pick up chicks with your “personality.”

Don’t worry, champ. It blindsides each of us at least once. Wait? This 
isn’t your first? Shame on you. Shame. If you had a forward-thinking bone 
in your body, you would have already spent countless nights staring at his-
tory programming in a pot-induced haze. Then again, if you had the forward-
thinking bone, you wouldn’t be a massage therapy major.

Regardless of who’s to blame, it’s time to get your sorry ass some culture. 
Learn about some artists who aren’t also ninja turtles. 

Here, I’ll throw you a couple freebies to name-drop:

Manet: One of the guys responsible for Impressionism, drew a bunch of 
pictures of fuzzy people and fuzzy places, and his beard was goddamn rad. 
She wants men with lots of hair and poor eye-sight. Keep in mind this means 
that she would probably bang your dad. Tread carefully. 

Dali: This crazy asshole walked around with an ocelot as a pet. An ocelot. 
Do you know what that is? Neither do I! He’s famous for being one of main 
pioneers of surrealism, a.k.a. “the weird bullshit movement.” If her eyebrows 
perk up, she’s definitely a freak. 

H.R. Giger: If she responds well to this guy’s name, she’s a goth. Tell her 
that you also like The Cure. You’re in.

Who cares if you don’t actually understand their work at all? All it takes 
is skimming a couple Wikipedia articles and you will unlock the various belt 
buckles and bra clasps of the artistic world. Nevermind that they’ve studied 
the subject and have a deeper, more comprehensive understanding of what-
ever you’re trying to tell them. Your patchwork understanding will be endear-
ing – at least endearing enough to get you the alleyway-hj that you deserve. 
There’s no way at all that you’ll be exposed as a lazy fuckwit who think that 
someone’s academic discipline is a direct line to their genitalia.

Thankfully, Beer Courage prevents such errant thoughts. For example: 
in all that article-scrounging, you might come to the conclusion that the real 
purpose of art is far beyond the pursuit of tail. That art is about plumbing the 
depths of the human condition, blah blah blah, etcetera etcetera. Did that stop 
Picasso? Fuck no. Now grip your Natty Ice, give her a big grin and tell her 
about the really interesting article you read the other day.

By Mitch Small

Pick-up Artists
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Sitting at yet another Thanksgiving dinner wearing 
yet another knitted wool holiday sweater from your 

aunt with yet another looming migraine, your only thought is: 
God, wouldn’t it be nice if someone decided to rob the Izzy’s 
right now so this hell could be over? Yet the only thing you are 
rewarded with is extra helpings of apple pie with a mountain 
of whipped cream, which isn’t really the worst exchange in the 
world. Your mom and aunt are seated on either side of you, and 
they are particularly intrigued by your love life, as relatives are 
oddly prone to be.   

“So....” says your aunt in that horridly juicy voice she uses 
for only the worst gossip. “Have you been seeing anyone lately? 
Your mom says you haven’t gone on a date in ages! Anyone you 
want to tell me about? I’m a good secret keeper.” She winks 
and nudges you, and you dread this conversation. For whatever 
fucking reason, it always happens. 

 “He hasn’t brought a girl home since high school,” 
says your mom avidly. “We miss you bringing home your 
sweethearts! It’s too bad. Are you sure there’s no one special?”

 Now SHE’S winking and nudging, and you feel it 
coming on.

 “Mom, I just haven’t found anyone I like enough,” you 
say for perhaps the hundredth time.

 “Now, sweetie,” says your mom, wrapping an arm 
around your shoulders. “If there’s anything you want to tell me, 
you know I’m here. Anything at all.”

 “Nope, nothing here,” you reply.
 “We know this is the 21st century,” your aunt cuts 

in. “People aren’t like how they used to be. Everyone’s much 
more...flamboyant and fun now! It’s not wrong anymore to be 
more...open to ideas. You know.” Wink wink, nudge nudge. 
Vomit.

 “And it may feel wrong, but in fact it’s just natural,” 
says your mom. “You don’t have to be like everyone else, you 
know.”

 “Mom, I’m not gay.” You know they have the best 
intentions (probably), but you can’t believe she’s yet again 
brought it up. All because you don’t date girls. Not that it’s any 
of her business, but you just don’t find most girls interesting. 
You’re looking for one in particular, that Special One. Not that 
your mom believes you.

 “Oh, honey,” she giggles. “Who said anything about 
gay? I just meant if there’s anything you feel weird about, it’s 
okay and you can tell me.”

 “I’m not gay, Mom.”
 “It’s just that, my friend, Laura, had this son and he 

went into the military and then he fell in love with one of his 
sergeants and then it was a total fiasco. I just don’t want to see 
you go through that, honey.”

 “What - no, I’m not... Wait, what does that have to do 
with me? I’m not joining the military. Jeez. And I’m NOT gay.”

 “Oh, goodness, I didn’t say anything about being 
GAY.” She pats your shoulder and eats some more turkey.

 “I went to a gay pride parade once,” your aunt says a 
moment later. You want to bash your head against the table, or 
drown yourself in the gravy. What is it about not dating people 
that makes your family members think you’re gay, you wonder 
irritably. You stare fixedly at your soup as your aunt launches 
into a story about how she once hated gay people until she went 
to the gay pride parade and realized how stupid she had been 
and that in fact gay people should be celebrated.

 “They make really great hairdressers, after all,” she 
concludes. Looking at you, she remarks, “You used to love do-
ing my hair, didn’t you?” You wish a meteor would land on the 
stupid Izzy’s.

 “I’m. Not. Gay,” you say very articulately. Your aunt 
chuckles and pinches your cheek. 

 Across the table your dad perks up.
 “Are we talking about his love life?” he asks. “It’s 

been pretty dry recently, hasn’t it? It’s been a couple years since 
you’ve brought anyone home with you!” He wags his finger at 
you. “You know, I’m not against alternative lifestyles. My father 
was a real hard ass, and I’ve made a vow to never become like 
him. Don’t feel like you need to keep anything from us, son.” 
He smiles, satisfied he’s played the role of the Good Parent.

 You moan miserably into your hands. You almost wish 
you could be gay, so they would at least shut up. Oh well, you 
think. At least they’ll always be there to support your non-gay 
self.

How to tell your parents   
you’re    NOT Gay By Maggie Brees

Maggie Brees is the art director of the Ore-
gOn COmmentatOr and is finally 21 years old!

The Talk



��

Bruce Banner 
aka The 
Incredible Hulk

 Misunderstood for years as a hostile, insane douchebag, it 
was later discovered that Bruce Banner was simply a victim of bi-
polar disorder. Like most people, Bruce developed the disorder after 
exposure to massive doses of gamma radiation on a nuclear test 
site. His charges of murder and destruction of property were later 
dropped by a court wishing to not appear callous to the mentally ill, 
who as we all know are prone to fits of mania, including significant 
deterioration of intellect, abnormal bodily changes and the ten-
dency to be mad, smash. This should not be confused with “middle 
school.”

Where Are They Now?

The Jolly Green Giant

 Mr. Giant was sentenced to death after being murdering 
an entire small Texas town in a single night. Jolly Green referred 
to his murderous rampage as an accident, stating that he was only 
“out for an evening stroll.” Right. That’s what Stalin called it, 
too. Probably.

Smokey the Bear

 Smokey the Bear lived a quiet, happy life in the 
woods with his wife Charlotte and two children, a boy and a 
girl, in a log cabin that Smokey built himself. Smokey took 
the boy hunting, and Charlotte would teach the daughter 
how to sew. They lived their lives in tranquil harmony with 
Mother Nature, until one fine summer day, Smokey mauled 
his wife’s face off, ate his son’s torso, and lit his daughter on 
fire. Because he’s a fucking bear. 

Childhood

 By Biff Wellington and Wesley Royce
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The Bill

 After sitting there on Capitol Hill for 
a few weeks, the Bill returned home to find 
that his wife was taking the kids and leaving: 
“You’re only a bill!” He fell into a deep depres-
sion, his pages perpetually soaked in bourbon. A 
scandal broke out in D.C. when the bill was seen 
in the red light district violating a sodomy law. 

Spuds McKenzie

 Spuds had it all: fame, women, beer. 
Who here can’t say they dream of the very same? 
But the party life was too much for “The Original 
Party Dog.” He was fired from doing Bud Light 
commercials after being caught snorting a line of 
kibbles off of some bitch’s eighth nipple in the 
dressing kennel. To support his subsequent Beg-
gin’ Strip addiction, the party dog was forced into 
the bestiality porn industry, licking peanut butter 
from an undisclosed location.

Snap,	 Crackle,	 Pop?	 More	 like	 Smack,	 Crack,	 Pot!	
The	 fallout	 of	 the	 trio	 began	 after	 a	 brief	 run	 in	with	
Cap’n	Crunch,	who	introduced	them	to	another	type	of	
“sugar.”	Coke	became	their	binge	drug	of	choice	after	
a	cereal	box	photo	shoot	exposed	them	to	the	dark	side	
of	the	Kellogg’s	world.	Trix	became	the	front	for	their	
smurf	 whoring	 operation,	 which	 went	 south	 after	 the	
break-out	of	gang	warfare	with	Tony’s	Tigers.	Crackle,	
the	 youngest	 of	 the	 three,	 couldn’t	 live	 with	 the	 guilt	
of	Tiger	Blood	on	his	hands.	Wanting	to	get	out	of	the	
game,	he	met	with	DEA	agents	to	strike	a	deal,	and	set	
up	a	sting	operation	to	nail	both	Snap	and	Pop	on	drug	
charges.	The	bust	ended	in	a	sugary	shootout,	 leaving	
Snap	 paralyzed	 and	 Pop	 with	 a	 four	 inch	 hole	 in	 the	
back	 of	 his	 head.	 Racked	 with	 depression	 and	 guilt,	
Crackle	SNAPPED	and	gained	 the	 alter	 ego	which	 is	
the	face	of	Lucky	Charms	to	this	day.

Snap 
crackle 
and pop

in ruins
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The University is about to be-
come a considerably more gun-friendly 
environment. As you may have heard, 
DPS recently gained legislative authority 
as a sworn-in, armed police force, and in 
a separate but parallel ruling, the Oregon 
Court of Appeals decided that the Oregon 
University System (OUS) cannot legally 
enforce a ban on concealed firearms on 
college campuses.
 Several weeks after the decision, 
officials with the OUS missed the dead-
line for appeal,  greenlighting, by default, 
the legality of gun-toting on campus. 
OUS’s quiet apathy in the wake of the 
court’s decision left gun-control advo-
cates and peaceloving students across the 
state butthurt and, in some cases, out-
raged, though in a completely nonthreat-
ening way. 

Since I started writing this article two 
paragraphs ago, I’ve been thinking long 
and hard about the possible, pragmatic 
reasons for carrying a concealed weapon 
on campus.  At first, I was like – “Could 
be good for shooting large, semi-aquatic 
rodents down at the Millrace pond?” ... 
“Flashing some steel at the counter might 
fetch a decent buy back price from those 
racketeers at the Duck Store?” ... “Or, 
could it just be comforting to daydream 
of protecting oneself from the looming 
threat of unjustified violence and/or sud-
den, unpredictable crises solvable only by 
gun-wielding heroics? Hm.”
 That last one, I decided, is clos-
est to the heart of what’s being debated 
when we talk about allowing concealed 
weapons on campuses in particular, and 
in public life generally.

 The first thing you should know, 
if we’re going to talk guns, is that my 
opinion is pretty much compromised. 
I was raised by a vehemently anti-gun 
woman. I don’t know that there’s any-
thing my mom hates more than guns, 
except maybe whalers and motorcycles. 
Guns and motorcycles are products that 
she threatened to kick me out of her 
house every time I pondered purchasing 
one. Total fascist, right?
 I’ll be the first to admit my 
mom’s a zealot whose extreme politics 
can’t contribute to a rational discourse 
on gun rights, since she hates all things 
dangerous and macho and designed to 
destroy human life. Indeed, what people 
who want regulation of firearms fail to 
understand is that there is a difference be-
tween the crazies, who are going to walk 
around with guns if they darn well please 

[Concealin’
Your

Weapons]
 By Ian Geronimo

Bang bang
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anyway – let’s face it, there’s a reason we 
address them collectively as “the crazies” 
– and the good guys. That’s right, the 
good guys. The capital C Citizens. The 
heroes. The counter terrorists.
 Guys like Kevin Starrett, the 
director of Oregon Firearms Educational 
Foundation, the group that fought and 
successfully overturned the campus gun 
ban. I didn’t even have to ask this guy to 
know he had a concealed weapon on his 
person when he stood in that courtroom 
last September; I imagine him feeling 
the cold weight of justice against his leg 
while the wigs uttered their decision, 
that he will, in fact, never have to go 
without a gun somewhere on his person. 
Talking with Starrett about the practical 
benefits of having a gun-friendly campus 
confirmed my suspicion that the whole 
debate is really, for pro-gun people at 
least, about being pissed-off and a little 
bit worried all the time. And who can’t 
relate to that?
 “Most large campuses are in 
many respects indistinguishable from 
small cities. The potential for something 
bad happening is obvious,” Starrett said. 
“We want our people to have the right to 
lawfully defend themselves . . . The other 
people, the people who want to do bad 
things, they ignore laws anyways. Other-
wise, they wouldn’t be bad people.”
 Starett anticipates more legal 
conflict over the issue of firearms on col-
lege campuses, despite OUS’s apparent 
timidness when faced with his group. He 
related to me in no uncertain terms that 
the bureaucrats at UO and elsewhere are 
working overtime to circumvent the court 
ruling. “The battle is far from over,” he 
said.
 I admit, I don’t carry or even 
own a gun. As I said, my damn mom 
wouldn’t let me. But as one of the good 
guys, maybe I ought to. Who better to 
protect myself from the crazies than ... 
myself? And what higher form of protec-
tion is there than hiding a peacemaking, 
pinnacle of self-protection machine in my 
trousers?
 But if I’m going shirk the man 
and my mom by copping a Beretta, which 
I’m supposedly now allowed to bring to 
school, I’m going to want to discharge 
that sucker. Am I alone on that? I don’t 

Weapons]

think so. And I’m telling you now, if peo-
ple start shooting those things on campus, 
then I’m probably going to want to join in 
on  a gunfight or two. I’m not one to miss 
out on fun. But if the regulators have their 
way, shooting people is still gonna be ille-
gal, unless maybe you’re a sworn officer 
with the now legitimate on-campus police 
force. I’m with Starrett in so far as these 
University bureaucrats and pro-regulation 
bullies go; things are starting to seem just 
plain unfair. Like, why would I even want 
to carry a gun to school if I can’t use it? 
Are you just doing this to tease me? Huh? 
You perverse bastards?
 Ultimately, OUS’s appeasement 
of gun rights activists may be a big victo-
ry for fans of the second amendment, not 
to mention good guys with a need to be 
armed. However, there’s still a long way 
to go before people get their full right to 
violently defend themselves respected in 
this country. Guns in your pants people. 
The battle is far from over.

Ground Rules  for 
On-Campus Gunplay

1.      Remember – Guns Good, Cigarettes Bad. I know how they sort of run 
these two badass things together in the media, but come September 2012, sec-
ond-hand smoke on UO’s campus will be illegal. Stray bullets and second-hand 
blood? Still fine.

2.      Only shoot people of your same skin color. This is an important one. Our 
goal here is to get some on-campus, OK Corral-style shootout action going on,  
not start a race war.

3.      Hipsters: Don’t waste money on the concealed weapons license. You’re not 
fooling anyone. I can definitely still see the outline of your piece in those Levi 
510’s.

4.      Absolutely no shooting around the Jaqua Center. While it wouldn’t surprise 
me if that big slice of transcendent modern architecture is bulletproof, it goes 
without saying that we shall not disturb The Talent.

5.      No shooting in the library during midterms or finals week. This is, after all, 
a place of higher learning. 

shot me down
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Profile of an Id
Id Johnson’s roommates 
have learned to keep 
their knives in locked 
cabinets.  Bitter experience has 
taught them that, if they leave him alone 
with their cutlery, it will end up ei-
ther waving in their faces or inside 
the carcass of a wild animal.
“Id scares me sometimes,” John-
son’s roommate Dempsey Clinton 
said. “He has a lot of feelings, and 
I’m pretty convinced right now that 
he has absolutely no inhibitions.”
 Take, for example, Id’s 
food intake. The UO junior is a 
complete omnivore — and not just 
in the sense that no food group is 
off-limits. When he eats, one is re-
minded of a cartoon billy goat with 
the spirit of a Tasmanian devil. Just 
last Thursday, he was hungry on his 
way home from school. Though he 
was near Big Town Hero and Café 
Yumm, he chose a different venue 
to sate his hunger, walking into a 
nearby pet store and chomping into 
the owner’s pet wallaby, Darwin.
 “Everything was covered 
in blood. It was horrific,” said Amy 
Ndabashindze, who was browsing 
for kitty litter in the pet store that 
day. “The worst part is, he took two 
bites, big bites, and then stopped 
and said, ‘Ugh, needs some salt. Fuck it.’ 
Then he left. The wallaby was dead! I’ve 
been having nightmares ever since. That 
guy is a sicko!”
 Clinton, a junior, and Id’s other 
roommate, sophomore Perry Chol, say it’s 
just another day in the life of their quirky 
friend.
 “We’ve had to take him to the 
hospital six times this year so far,” Chol 
said. “And that’s just for things he’s 
eaten.”
Chol shares a wall with Id, which gives 
him a unique and terrifying insight into 
another of Id’s appetites: his sex drive.

“It’s a different girl every night,” Chol 
said. “Unless it’s a dude, or an animal, or 
sometimes a graven image of the virgin 
Mary that he stole from Sacred Heart the 
last time he was at the emergency room. 
Once he even fucked  my neighbor’s 
1972 Camaro using cinder blocks, burn 

cream, and a lot of lube. I mean a ton. We 
had a hell of a time explaining that one to 
the ER nurse. And then he tried to fuck 
her. That Id is one hell of a guy.”
 Chol said he first met Id when 
his current roommate ran into his fall 
term international studies classroom 
naked and tried to start an orgy.
 “I was the only one that joined 
in,” Chol said. “I didn’t know you were 
allowed to say no. Guess I learned you 
shouldn’t take six hits of ecstasy before 
a 9 a.m. class in Columbia 150. Id has 
taught me so much about life.”

 Petunia Johnson, Id’s mother, 
died while attempting to eat her son 
during intercourse, but in a YouTube 
clip she recorded before her death, she 
described her son’s behavior as a child.
“I am currently locked in my closet 
trying to hide from my six-year-old,” 

a tearful Petunia Johnson tells the 
camera in the video. “He stabbed 
another rabbit this morning and 
now he’s rubbing its genitals on 
everything. I think I have deer 
ticks. This kid is a mess. I think 
I’m going to eat him tonight, 
probably during sex.”
 The Commentator didn’t 
manage to interview Id for this 
article. He agreed to sit down 
with us twice. Once he refused to 
say anything, only grunting, dis-
robing, yelling the word “Cow-
abunga” at the top of his lungs, 
and then sexually penetrating a 
digital voice recorder. When he 
sat down for the second interview, 
he promptly defecated in his 
pants, then set his hair on fire and 
needed to be taken to the hospital. 
The only account we have of his 
inner life comes from a crude 
drawing in blood and semen 
left on the wall of his bedroom. 
The painting depicts a number 
of things that are, in all prob-
ability, just splotches of blood 

and semen, but one can also clearly 
distinguish the half-finished shape of a 
water buffalo with a massive penis in 
the mess. Below the painting is simply 
the word “Mom.”
 And below that is more blood 
and semen, some of it 
clearly produced by a 
deer carcass.

By Lauren Greenhall and An Tae Sikh

Lauren Greenhall is the humor ed-
ior of the OregOn COmmentatOr, An 
Tae Sikh is a contributor to the OregOn 
COmmentatOr, and they both have some 

very questionable associates.

Worst Roommate ever
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You will need:

A flask

Gel capsules

Plastic bags

Vicks VapoRub

Ear plugs

- Bring a flask full of spiked eggnog 

with you to the occasion. No rum, none 

of that pussy shit. Use everclear.

- Refresh your memory of Aunt Marge’s 

suburban box home and create a mental 

map of all exits. Take note of obsta-

cles and trip hazards such as foot-

stools or scented bath soaps, which 

may hinder attempts to leap from a 

nearby window if the need arises.

-Create an encampment behind grand-

pa’s barker lounger. Gather a sup-

ply of hors d’oeuvres from the cof-

fee table in case the annual family 

brawl breaks out early this year. 

The smell may or may constitute bio-

logical warfare, so this is where 

the Vics will come in handy.

-While nana is distracted by your 

uncle’s demands for another cold 

Family holiday

Survival guide

Grandpa’s about two seconds away from lodging 
the turkey knife deep in grandma’s cerebellum.

It’s that time of year again, folks: that magi-

cal season when families come together in cel-

ebration, feast most heartily, and happily 

partake of each other’s company in the spirit 

of love and harmony--for a grand total of about 

ten seconds, until a knife fight breaks out 

over the remote, the last piece of pumpkin pie 

is as heavily contested as the Gaza Strip, and 

the space nearest the kids’ table turns into 

a virtual Stuffing-grad. It can be hard work 

dealing with such perils, so I come to you with 

advice for navigating this holiday season and 

coming out alive. Pay attention, now, or this 

year the turkey might not be the only thing 

that gets carved.

one, steal a piece of turkey, nuke 

it to dust-dry in the microwave, and 

grind it into powder. Fill the gel 

capsules with the powder and sneak-

ily pocket them.

- Prepare yourself with some basic 

knowledge of pigskin so that the 

hour when your mother forces you to 

sit down in front of the television 

and have some “quality time” with dad 

reeks less of disappointment and re-

gret.

-Briefly glance over the Facebooks 

of your less familiar relatives—sec-

ond cousins, half-brothers, that 

awkward uncle who is really your bio-

logical father—so you are aware of 

their recent doings. This will make 

it possible for you to slip the ear 

plugs in during hideously boring 

conversations with them and not miss 

a beat.

-Before dinner, snag the drumsticks 

out of the turkey pan and and stow 

them under your chair for safe keep-

ing. Your step-sister Tiffany can 

suck on d’hese if she thinks she’s 

getting them again this year.

(Note: During the confused, pre-

dinner shuffle while everyone at-

tempts to avoid sitting in the fold-

up chair and dad and step-dad duke 

it out over the head of the table via 

subtle eye movements, place the tur-

key-fied gel capsules between your 

molars. Be careful when you chew; 

try to just gum your stuffing into 

submission.)

-Inevitably, your bitter and flam-

boyant cousin will intentionally set 

off a familial powder keg by standing 

up from his cranberry sauce and an-

nouncing that he is, in fact, riding 

the wang wagon. As nana starts bab-

bling about PFLAG, uncle Joe hurls 

the good China against the wall, and 

the usual brawl begins as grandpa 

falls asleep in his mashed potatoes, 

bite down on your Tryptophan pills. 

Pass out on the table, and awaken in 

time for the holiday season to begin 

all over again.

- Rinse. Repeat.

Ashley Reed is the managing editor of 
the OregOn COmmentatOr and is sure 
that everyone’s family is like this...right?

aim for the heart
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Spew...
On Leadership

“When they ask me, ‘Who is the 
president of Ubeki-beki-beki-beki-
stan-stan?’ I’m going to say, ‘You 
know, I don’t know. Do you know?’”

 

“Mr. Eckstein not only needs to be im-
peached, but also taken out into the amphi-
theatre and beaten senseless.”

On starting shit
“‘Organizers’ from Occupy Eugene announced 

that ‘we are a peaceful group and do not condone 
any acts of violence, vandalism, and/or destruc-
tion of property.’ On whose authority? They do not 
speak for me....The sanctimonious peaceniks...demand 
that everyone follow all the rules and respect 
property...they are a part of the set-up they moralize 
against, enforcing its rules and demonizing any ac-
tual acts of rebellion.”

“Immediately I was stopped by one of the vehicles 
that I was biking up to and instantly surrounded by 
four DPS SUVs and eight ‘officers’ total...Someone 
needs to scare one of these ‘uniforms’ so they know 
how it feels.”

-Herman Cain, official candidate for the 2012 Republican party 
nomination, who may or may not be trolling us all.

- Commenter Angry Dad on the Oregon Commentator blog (“Shame on 
EM-You: People unhappy with referendum postponement”). We assume he 
said this while ominously removing his belt.

-John Zerzan (Eugene Weekly Web Letters, “True Rebellion”, Oct. 20, 
2011), advocating terrorism and property destruction on the part of Oc-
cupy Eugene, which will surely go well for them.

- Nick Sminslo from the same section of Eugene Weekly’s following 
issue, totally not promoting violence against police officers or anything.

spew
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On stating the ObviOus

SPEW

“20-year Harvard University survey shows 
tanning bed use leads to skin cancer. Um, duh. 
Thanks, Harvard, for wasting everyone’s time.”

“Study shows link between stress, death.”

“Overpopulation is not sustainable.”

On pandering

“These two organizations [Greek Life and the ODE] 
have much in common [and] I believe both still haven’t 
reached their potential.”

- Matt Walks from the ODE (“Welcome to ODE Greek, a new source 
for Fraternity and Sorority Life at the University,” Nov. 14, 2011) hinting 
perhaps a bit to heavy-handedly at what it takes to get a desk in the Ol’ 
Dirty’s offices.

On JOurnaLisic integrity

“Due to the lack of coverage of the 2012 
Presidential Primary in...the Oregon Commenta-
tor, the University’s magazine for sex offenders, 
the Oregon Voice has enlisted [irrelevant crap] 
to fill you in on who to be terrifed of in 2012.”

- Trace Cabot of the Oregon Voice (“2012 Republican Primary 
Race to the Bottom: Whoever Wins, We Lose,” Nov. 2011), who 
apparently didn’t read our previous issue, where we covered this 
exact topic two weeks before the OV did. We suspect that Mr. 
Cabot neglected to actually check his sources due to a lack of 
references to flannel shirts, PBR, and American Spirits.

-The Emerald Opinion Desk casts thoughtful judgment on 
Harvard’s science-y types (Nov. 1, 2011).

- Headline in the Ol’Dirty’s Health section from five days 
before.

- Opinion headline from the ODE (Nov. 9, 2011), with 
another truly shocking revelation
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